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PREFACE 

THE  Carols  here  printed  are  taken  from  the 
Hill  Collection  (Balliol,  MS.  354).  This  is  the 
common-place  book  of  one  Richard  Hill,  a  trades- 
man of  the  City  of  London,  written  in  the  early 
part  of  the  i6th  century.  Much  of  the  matter 
contained  in  it  is,  however,  of  earlier  date.  The 
contents  are  very  miscellaneous,  consisting  of 
pieces  in  prose  and  verse — lyrical,  didactic,  and 
satirical — recipes,  lists  of  names  of  the  City 
officials,  in  fact,  anything  that  for  one  reason  or 
another  interested  the  compiler. 

The  lyrical  contents  of  the  MS.  were  printed 
by  Professor  Fliigel  in  Anglia,  Vol.  XXVI  (1903). 
Having  occasion  to  consult  the  collection,  I  was 
much  struck  by  the  number  of  Carols  which  it 
contained,  and  the  great  charm  of  many  of  these 
Carols.  It  seemed  to  me  that  it  would  be  well  to 
introduce  them  to  a  wider  public.  Carols  are, 
nowadays,  so  popular  that  anything  that  widens 
our  field  of  choice  can  hardly  be  other  than 
welcome. 
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vi  PREFACE 

Almost  all  of  those  here  printed  may  be 
freely  used  to-day  ;  although  certain  of  them, 
like  the  beautiful  This  endris  night,  and  All  of 
a  Rose,  a  lovely  Rose,  are  more  poems  than  carols. 
Still,  as  these  have  not  hitherto  been  published 
in  a  modernised  version,  I  have  thought  well  to 
include  them. 

Of  those  selected  I  have  simply  modernised 
the  language,  corrected  the  rhyme  (frequently 
very  irregular),  and  here  and  there  supplied 
missing  words  or  lines.  As  they  now  stand 
they  faithfully  represent  the  form  in  which  they 
were  sung  by  our  forefathers  centuries  ago,  and 
in  that  form,  I  trust,  they  may  be  welcome  to 
their  descendants  of  to-day. 

JESSIE  L.  WESTON. 

PARIS,  May  1911. 
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Nowell,   Nowell,   Nowell,   Nowell ! 
These  be  the  tidings  of  Gabriel  1 

Tidings  true  be  come  anew, 

Sent  from  the  Trinitie 
By  Gabriel  unto  Nazareth, 

A  city  of  Galilee  : 
A  maiden  pure, 
A  Virgin  sure, 

By  her  humilitie, 
Him  hath  she  borne 
On  Christmas  Morn, 

Who  is  Second  in  Trinitie  ! 

Nowell,  Nowell,  etc. 

When  as  he  in  her  presence  stood 

Before  her  fair  visage, 
In  fashion  meet,  demure,  and  good, 

To  her  he  did  homage, 
And  saith  :  '  Lady, 
From  Heaven  high 

That  is  God's  Heritage, 
Since  He  of  thee 
Now  born  will  be, 

I  come  on  His  Message.' 

Nowell,  Nowell,  etc. 
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'  Hail,  Mary,  news  I  bear  to  thee, 

Who  stand  before  God's  face, 
Thou  Temple  of  the  Deity, 

Thou  Maiden  full  of  grace  ! 
Hail !   Virgin  pure, 
I  thee  assure, 

Within  a  little  space 
Thou  shalt  conceive, 
And  Him  receive, 

Who  brings  thee  great  solace  !  ' 

Nowell,  Nowell,  etc. 

Then  spake  the  Maiden,  soft  and  still, 

And  answered  womanly, 
'  Whatever  my  Lord's  command  and  will, 

I'll  do  it,  verily  : 
For  Ecce  sum 
Humilima 

Ancilla  Domini, 
Et  Secundum 
Verbum  tuum, 

Fiat  mihi ! ' 

Nowell,  Nowell,  Nowell,  Nowell ! 
These  be  the  tidings  of  Gabriel. 
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II 

Now  should  we  sing,  and  say  Nowell, 
Quia  missus  est  Angelus  Gabriel  ! 

From  Heaven  was  sent  an  Angel  of  light 
Unto  a  city  that  Nazareth  hight, 
And  to  a  Maiden  fair  and  bright 
And  full  of  bliss, 
Nomen  Maria  Virginis. 

The  Angel  sped,  and  made  no  rest, 
Swift  to  the  Maiden  he  bare  his  hest, 
And  quoth  :    '  All  hail,  thou  Maiden  blest, 
And  gracious, 
Quia  tecum  est  Dominus  !  y 

When  Mary  heard,  sore  amazed  was  she, 

And  thought  what  that  greeting  well  might  be, 

The  Angel,  he  spake  of  grace  so  free, 

And  great  solace, 

Et  dixit,  '  Maria,  ne  timeas  ! ' 

The  Angel  said  :  '  Thou  Maiden  mild, 
Thou  shalt  conceive  and  bear  a  Child, 
And  thy  Maidenhood  be  ne'er  defiled  : 
Call  Him  Jesus, 
Hie  erit  Altissimus  Filius  ! ' 
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When  Mary,  bright  as  a  crystal  stone, 
These  words  must  hear,  she  spake  anon, 
And  asked  how  this  marvel  might  be  done — 
And  saith  :   '  How  so  ? 
Quia  virum  non  cognosce.' 

The  Angel  said  :   '  Thou  Maiden  still, 
The  Holy  Ghost,  He  shall  thee  fulfil  ; 
The  Maiden  answered,  soft  and  still, 
And  saith  meekly  : 
'  Ecce  Ancilla  Domini  !  ' 

Soon  after  this  the  Child  was  born 
At  Bethlehem,  on  a  winter's  morn  ; 
Now  make  we  merry  since  Christ  is  born, 
And  sing  Nowell, 
Quia  missus  est  Angelus  Gabriel  ! 


OLD  ENGLISH  CAROLS 


III 

Nova  !  Nova  ! 
Ave  fit  ex  Eva  ! 

Gabriel,  of  high  degree, 

He  came  adown  from  the  Trinitie. 

To  Nazareth  in  Galilee, 

With  Nova! 

He  met  a  Maiden  in  that  place, 
And  knelt  him  down  before  her  face ; 
He  said ;   '  Hail,  Mary,  full  of  grace  ' — 
With  Nova  ! 

'  Thou  shalt  conceive  and  bear  a  Child, 
Tho'  thou  with  sin  wert  ne'er  defiled, 
Thou  hast  found  grace,  maid  Mary  mild  !  ' 
With  Nova  ! 

The  Maiden  mild,  beholding  this, 
At  first  was  sore  amazed,  I  wis, 
Fearing  lest  she  had  done  amiss, 
With  Nova! 

Quoth  Gabriel :   '  Dread  be  far  from  thee, 
Thou  shalt  conceive  in  puritie 
A  Child,  Whose  Name  shall  Jesus  be  !  ' 
With  Nova  ! 
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Then  quoth  the  Maid  :    '  How  may  this  be, 
That  God's  Son  should  be  born  of  me  ? 
No  man  I  know,  no  man  knows  me  ' — 
With  Nova  ! 

The  Angel  answered  her  forthright, 
'  The  Holy  Ghost  shall  on  thee  light, 
Naught  is  too  hard  for  God's  great  might  '- 
With  Nova  ! 

And  thus  the  Angel  spake  anon  : 
'  I  trow  that  ere  few  months  have  gone 
Elizabeth  shall  bear  Saint  John  ' — 
With  Nova  ! 

Straightway  that  Maiden  mild  did  cry  : 
'  God's  Handmaid  verily  am  I, 
Ecce  Ancilla  Domini  !  ' 

With  Nova  !  Nova  ! 

Ave  fit  ex  Eva  ! 
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IV 

Both  great  and  small  now  let  us  sing, 
Deo  Gracias,  for  Christ's  coming  ! 

A  Virgin  pure,  of  this  be  sure, 
Gabriel  bare  her  words  of  grace, 
And  in  her  care,  of  this  be  'ware, 
She  spake  this  e'er, 

Deo  Gracias  ! 

A  Babe  was  born  at  early  morn 
And  laid  between  the  ox  and  ass  ; 
Their  Lord  they  knew,  thus  born  anew, 
With  soft  breath  blew, 

Deo  Gracias  1 

An  Angel's  song  rang  out  ere  long, 
Gloria  in  Excelsis  ! 

That  Maid,  tho'  lone,  she  knew  no  moan 
For  love  of  One, 

Deo  Gracias! 

This  Babe  us  bought  when  we  were  brought 
In  sore  despite,  and  doleful  case ; 
Therefore  we  sing,  and  carols  bring 
For  Christ's  coming, 

Deo  Gracias! 
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Now  sing  we,  sing  we, 
Regina  coeli  let  are  ! 

Gabriel,  that  Angel  bright, 
Brighter  e'en  than  the  sunbeam's  light, 
From  Heaven  to  earth  he  took  his  flight, 
Regina  coeli  letare  ! 

In  Nazareth  of  Galilee, 
To  Mary  maid  he  bowed  the  knee, 
And  said  :    '  Mary,  God  is  with  thee  !  ' 
Regina  coeli  letare  ! 

'  Hail  to  thee,  Mary,  Maiden  bright, 
The  Holy  Ghost  shall  upon  thee  light, 
To  save  lost  souls  from  the  foul  fiend's  might  '- 
Regina  coeli  letare  ! 

Hail  to  thee,  Mary,  on  thee  we  call, 
From  the  fiends  who  fain  would  work  our  fall ; 
Do  thou  shield  and  save  us  one  and  all, 
Regina  coeli  letare  ! 
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VI 

Now  sing  we  all  with  joy  and  bliss, 
Puer  natus  est  nobis  ! 

Mary,  the  flower  of  flowers  all, 
Hath  borne  a  Babe  in  an  ox's  stall, 
Who  Lord  and  Prince  is  over  us  all — 
Puer  natus  est  nobis  ! 

Christ  was  born  of  our  sweet  Ladie, 
Yet  ever  that  Mother  a  maid  was  she, 
And  the  Son  of  God  was  He  verily — 
Puer  natus  est  nobis  ! 

By  plucking  an  apple  from  off  a  tree, 
One  and  all  must  we  bondsmen  be, 
That  Child  was  born  to  set  us  free — 
Puer  natus  est  nobis  ! 

That  Child  to  death  was  done  on  rood, 
He  suffered  in  body  and  in  blood 
For  the  help  of  men,  and  for  their  good — 
Puer  natus  est  nobis  ! 

The  third  day  He  rose,  and  to  Heaven  went, 
The  Holy  Ghost  He  to  us  hath  sent, 
That  we  may  keep  His  commandement — 
Puer  natus  est  nobis  I 
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He  cometh  again  on  Judgment  Day, 
With  the  self -same  wounds  that  He  bare  alway, 
When  He  died  for  us  all  upon  Good  Friday — 
Puer  natus  est  nobis  ! 

Now  pray  we  all  to  this  Heavenly  King 
That  He  send  to  us  all  His  dear  blessing, 
Housel  and  shrift  at  our  last  ending — 

Puer  natus  est  nobis  ! 
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VII 

At  this  time  this  song  is  best, 
Verbum  Caro  factus  est ! 

This  night  to  us  a  Child  is  born, 

Who  sprang,  a  branch,  from  Jesse's  thorn  ; 

'Tis  meet  we  sing  both  night  and  morn, 

Verbum  Caro  factus  est  ! 

Jesus,  His  Name,  as  all  must  hear, 
And  Mary  was  His  Mother  dear, 
Our  sorrow  shall  He  turn  to  cheer, 

Verbum  Caro  factus  est  ! 

His  Birth,  it  fell  at  high  midnight, 

The  stars  they  shone  so  fair  and  bright, 

The  Angels  sang  with  all  their  might, 

Verbum  Caro  factus  est ! 

Now  kneel  we  down  upon  our  knee, 
And  pray  we  to  the  Trinitie, 
Our  help,  our  succour,  now  to  be, 

Verbum  Caro  factus  est  ! 
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VIII 

Mater,  ora  Filium 
Ut  post  hoc  exilium, 
Nobis  donet  gaitdium 
Beatorum  omnium  ! 

'  Who  this  Babe,  oh  !  Maiden  fair, 
Thou  within  thine  arms  dost  bear  ?  ' 
'  'Tis  a  King's  Son,  mark  Him  well, 
Who  in  highest  Heaven  doth  dwell  !  ' 

Mater,  ora  Filium,  etc. 

1  Man  for  Father  had  He  none 
Save  Himself,  yea,  God  alone, 
Fain  to  save  mankind  forlorn, 
Of  a  maiden  was  He  born/ 

Mater,  ora  Filium,  etc. 

'  Kings  their  homage  free  have  told, 
Frankincense,  and  myrrh,  and  gold, 
To  my  Son,  of  awful  might, 
King  of  Heaven,  and  Lord  of  Light  !  ' 
Mater,  ora  Filium,  etc. 
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'  Maiden,  do  thou  pray  for  us 
To  thy  gentle  Son,  Jesus, 
That  He  grant  us,  of  His  grace, 
In  His  Heaven  to  find  a  place  ! 

Mater,  ora  Filium 
Ut  post  hoc  exilium, 
Nobis  donet  gaudium 
Beatorum  omnium  ! 
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IX 

This  very  night 
I  saw  a  sight, 
A  star,  as  bright 
As  any  day ; 
And  hearkened  long 
A  Maiden's  song, 

'  Lulley  bye-bye, 

'  Lully,  lulley.' 

A  lovely  Lady  sat  and  sung, 

Thus  to  her  Babe  did  say  : 
'  My  Son,  my  Lord,  my  dear  Darling, 

Why  liest  thus  in  hay  ? 
Mine  own  dear  Son, 
Whence  art  Thou  come  ? 

Art  very  God,  i-fay  ! 
Yet  none  the  less 
I  will  not  cease 

To  sing  Bye-bye,  Lully,  lulley! 

This  very  night,  etc. 

Then  spake  the  Babe  Who  was  so  young, 
And  this,  methinks,  He  said  : 
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'  Yea,  I  am  known  in  Heaven  as  King, 

Tho'  now  in  manger  laid  ; 
And  Angels  bright 
Round  Me  shall  light, 

E'en  now  they  wing  their  way, 
In  that  fair  sight 
Shall  ye  delight, 

And  sing  Bye-bye,  Lully,  lulley  ' 

This  very  night,  etc. 

'  Jesus,  my  Son,  of  Heaven  the  King, 

Why  liest  Thou  here  in  stall  ? 
And  why  hast  Thou  no  fair  bedding 

Spread  in  some  rich  king's  hall  ? 
Methinks,  of  right, 
The  Lord  of  Might 

Should  lie  in  fair  array ; 
But  none  the  less 
I  will  not  cease 

To  sing  Bye-bye,  Lully,  lulley.' 

This  very  night,  etc. 

'  Oh,  Mary,  Mother,  Queen  of  bliss, 

Methinks  it  were  ill  done 
If  I  should  seek  the  kings,  I  wis 

Tis  they  should  to  Me  run  ! 
But  ye  shall  see 
Kings  crowned  three 

Come  here  on  the  Twelfth  Day— 
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For  this  behest 
Give  Me  your  breast, 

And  sing  Bye-bye,  Lully,  lulley.' 

This  very  night,  etc. 

'  Jesus,  My  Son,  I  pray  Thee  say, 

As  Thou  art  to  Me  dear, 
How  may  I  please  Thee  best  alway 

And  make  Thee  right  good  cheer  ? 
For  all  Thy  will 

I  would  fulfil, 

Thou  know'st  it  well,  i-fay, 
Rock  Thee,  perchance, 
Or  maybe  dance, 

And  sing  Bye-bye,  Lully,  lulley ' 

This  very  night,  etc. 

'  Now  Mary,  Mother,  hark  to  Me, 

Take  thou  Me  up  aloft, 
And  in  thine  arms  now  cradle  Me 

And  dance  Me  now  full  oft ; 
And  lap  Me  warm, 
That,  free  from  harm, 

Secure  I  rest  alway, 

And  if  I  weep 
And  will  not  sleep, 

Then  sing  Bye-bye,  Lully,  lulley.' 

This  very  night,  etc. 
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'  Jesus,  My  Son,  high  Heaven's  King, 

If  so  Thy  Will  it  were, 
Grant  Me  as  boon  but  this  one  thing 

As  seemeth  fit  and  fair ; 
And  all  men  still, 
Who  can  and  will 

Make  merry  on  this  Day : 
To  bliss  them  bring, 
And  I  shall  sing, 

Lully,  bye-bye,  Lully,  lulley.' 

This  very  night,  etc. 
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Make  we  merry  in  hall  and  bower, 
To-day  was  born  our  Saviour  ! 

To-day  hath  God  of  His  mercie 
Sent  His  Son  with  us  to  be, 
To  dwell  with  us,  in  veritie — 

God  that  is  our  Saviour  ! 

To-day  in  Bethlehem  did  befall, 
A  Child  was  born  in  ox's  stall, 
Who  needs  must  die  to  save  us  all — 

God  that  is  our  Saviour  ! 

To-day  there  spake  an  Angel  bright, 

To  shepherds  three  who  watched  by  night, 

And  bade  them  take  their  way  forthright 

To  God  that  is  our  Saviour  ! 

Therefore  'tis  meet  we  kneel  to-day, 
And  Christ,  Who  died  on  Cross,  we  pray 
To  show  His  grace  to  us  alway — 

God  that  is  our  Saviour  ! 
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XI 

Rejoice  all  ye  who  be  here  present, 
Omnes  de  Saba  venient  ! 

Out  of  the  East  a  star  shone  bright, 
To  three  kings  hath  it  given  light, 
Who  travelled  far  by  day  and  night 
To  seek  the  Lord,  Who  all  hath  sent — 

Rejoice  all  ye  who  be  here  present,  etc. 

Thereof  king  Herod  needs  must  hear 
How  three  kings  drew  his  land  anear, 
Seeking  a  Child  Who  had  no  peer, 
And  after  them  he  straightway  sent — 

Rejoice  all  ye  who  be  here  present,  etc. 

He  spake,  king  Herod,  to  those  kings  three, 
'  If  so  be  this  Child  ye  are  fain  to  see, 
Pass  on,  yet  come  again  to  me, 
And  tell  if  your  labour  be  well  spent —  ' 

Rejoice  all  ye  who  be  here  present,  etc. 

Then  forth  they  went  by  the  starry  gleam 
Till  they  came  to  gladsome  Bethlehem, 
And  a  goodly  Babe,  forsooth,  they  deem 
Him,  who  His  Blood  for  us  hath  spent — 

Rejoice  all  ye  who  be  here  present,  etc. 

c  2 
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Balthasar,  he  kneeled  first  adown, 
And  he  cried  :   '  Hail,  King  of  high  renown, 
I  trow  of  all  kings  dost  bear  the  crown, 
Therefore  take  gold  for  Thy  present  !  ' 

Rejoice  all  ye  who  be  here  present,  etc. 

Melchior,  he  knelt,  that  king  so  good, 
And  quoth  :  '  All  hail  to  Thy  High  Priesthood, 
Take  incense  as  gift  to  Thy  true  Manhood, 
For  here  I  brought  it  with  good  intent — ' 

Rejoice  all  ye  who  be  here  present,  etc. 

But  Caspar,  he  kneeled  in  that  stead, 

And  quoth  :    '  Hail,  Lord,  for  Knighthood  sped, 

I  offer  myrrh  to  Thy  true  Godhead, 

For  Thou  art  He  Who  all  hath  sent—' 

Rejoice  all  ye  who  be  here  present,  etc. 

Now  lords  and  ladies  in  rich  array, 
Lift  up  your  hearts  on  this  Holy  Day, 
And  to  God  the  Son  here  let  us  pray, 
Who  once  upon  the  rood  was  rent — 

Rejoice  all  ye  who  be  here  present, 

Omnes  de  Saba  venient  ! 
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XII 

Alleluia,  Alleluia  ! 
Deo  Patri  sit  Gloria  ! 

There  sprang  a  Flower  from  out  a  thorn 
To  save  mankind  that  was  forlorn, 
As  prophets  spake  before  that  morn — 
Deo  Patri  sit  Gloria  ! 

There  sprang  a  well  at  Maid  Mary's  foot, 
That  turned  all  this  world  to  good, 
Of  her  took  Jesu  flesh  and  blood — 

Deo  Patri  sit  Gloria  ! 

From  out  that  well  there  flowed  a  stream, 
Out  of  Egypt  to  Bethlehem, 
As  the  power  of  God  did  well  beseem — 
Deo  Patri  sit  Gloria  I 

From  diverse  lands  three  kings  were  brought, 
For  each  one  thought  a  wondrous  thought, 
A  King  to  find  and  thank  they  sought, 
Deo  Patri  sit  Gloria  ! 

Richly  laden  with  gifts  they  fare, 
Myrrh,  frankincense,  and  gold  they  bear, 
As  clerks  in  sequence  still  declare — 

Deo  Patri  sit  Gloria  ! 


22  OLD  ENGLISH  CAROLS 

The  eldest  king  amidst  the  three, 
The  foremost  went,  for  he  fain  would  see 
What  manner  of  doomsman  this  should  be — 
Deo  Patri  sit  Gloria  I 

The  middlemost  king  his  gifts  he  told  ; 
In  her  arms  a  Mother  her  Babe  did  fold, 
For  a  man  full-grown  he  that  Babe  did  hold- 
Deo  Patri  sit  Gloria  ! 

But  the  youngest  king,  upright  he  stood, 
And  he  made  his  offering  rich  and  good 
To  Christ,  Who  hath  shed  for  us  His  Blood— 
Deo  Patri  sit  Gloria  ! 

There  shone  a  Star  in  Heaven  bright, 
That  the  men  of  earth  might  read  aright 
That  this  Child  was  Jesu,  King  of  Might — 
Deo  Patri  sit  Gloria  ! 
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XIII 

There  is  a  Flower  sprung  from  a  tree, 
The  root  of  It  is  called  Jesse, 
A  Flower  of  price, 

There  is  none  such  in  Paradise  ! 

That  Flower  is  fresh  and  fair  in  hue, 
It  fadeth  not,  but  is  ever  new, 
The  blessed  stock  whereon  It  grew 
Was  Mary  maid,  who  bare  Jesu — 
A  flower  of  grace, 
O'er  all  other  flowers  It  brings  solace. 

Twas  God  Who  made  that  Flower  to  grow, 

'Twas  God's  own  hand  the  seed  did  sow 

In  Nazareth,  on  earth  below, 

And  thro*  a  Maid  that  Flower  did  blow, 

A  blessed  Flower, 

That  bloometh  only  in  Mary's  bower ! 

The  Angel  knelt  before  her  low, 

The  Holy  Ghost  did  o'er  her  flow, 

The  twain  have  set  this  Flower  below 

In  payment  of  what  man  did  owe — 

And  Kings  led 

To  Bethlehem  where  Its  leaves  were  spread. 
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Then  when  that  Flower  began  to  blow, 
And  blossoms  fair  began  to  show, 
Then  rich  and  poor,  and  high  and  low, 
Of  all  lands  did  much  marvel  know, 
Till  presentlie 
Shepherds,  they  came  that  Flower  to  see  ! 

Angels,  they  came  from  Heaven's  tower 

To  look  upon  that  goodly  Flower, 

Of  perfume  sweet  It  was  that  hour, 

Perfect  in  hue  It  bloomed  in  bower, 

Fair  to  behold — 

How  might  such  Flower  spring  forth  from  mold  ? 

Fair  be  the  rose  and  lily  white, 

Primrose  and  fleur-de-lis  to  sight, 

But  my  heart  it  taketh  more  delight 

In  the  Flower  of  Jesse  by  day  and  night, 

For  most  of  all 

Doth  It  help  our  souls,  both  great  and  small ! 

So  I  praise  the  Flower  of  Jesse  free, 
Above  all  flowers  that  shall  ever  be  ; 
Praise  ye  the  Branch  from  Jesse's  Tree, 
And  worship  Him  for  His  fair  beautie, 
For  best  is  He 
Of  all  that  was,  or  shall  ever  be ! 
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XIV 

All  of  a  Rose,  a  lovely  Rose, 
All  of  a  Rose  I  sing  a  song. 

Hearken  to  me  both  old  and  young, 
How  from  its  roots  a  Rose-tree  sprung, 
Of  fairer  Rose  no  song  was  sung, 

Never,  in  any  King's  land  ! 

Branches  six  had  that  Rose,  I  ween, 
Those  branches  were  both  bright  and  sheen, 
That  Rose  is  Mary,  Heaven  's  queen — 

From  her  breast  a  Flower  sprung. 

The  first  branch  was  of  wondrous  might ; 
When  it  sprang  forth  on  Christmas  night 
A  Star  shone  over  Bethlehem  bright, 
Far  and  wide  its  beams  flung. 

The  second  branch  was  of  great  honour, 
It  came  adown  from  Heaven's  tower, 
Blessed  shall  be  that  goodly  Flower, 

Break  it  shall  the  fiend's  band. 

The  third  branch  wide  afar  it  spread, 
To  Mary  in  her  lowly  bed 
Three  kings  its  beams  have  safely  led, 
Branch  and  Flower  to  show. 
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The  fourth  branch  sprang  adown  to  hell, 
The  foul  fiend's  boast  to  surely  quell, 
That  never  soul  therein  should  dwell, 
Blest  be  the  day  and  land  ! 

The  fifth  branch  was  right  fair  to  see, 
It  sprang  to  Heaven  both  top  and  tree, 
There  shall  It  dwell,  our  boon  to  be, 
Yet  rest  in  priest's  hand  ! 

The  sixth  branch  It  shall,  by  and  by, 
Be  the  five  joys  of  Saint  Mary ; 
Now  Christ  save  all  this  companie, 
That  long  life  we  know  ! 
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XV 

Conditur  alme  siderum 
Eterna  lux  credencium. 

There  is  a  Child  of  Mary  born, 
Salvation  hath  He  brought  to  us, 

Whom  we  should  worship  night  and  morn, 
With  Veni  Creator  Spiritus  ! 

In  Bethlehem  it  so  befell 

That  in  a  stable  born  He  was  : 
Pray  Him  for  grace  to  serve  Him  well 

With  Trinitatis  Unitas! 

The  shepherds  heard  that  Angel-song, 
And  worshipped  God  in  Trinitie, 

Who,  Man,  was  born  mankind  among, 
Jam  lucis  orto  sidere ! 

Now  let  each  man  upon  Him  call, 
Who  sits  enthroned  in  Heaven  high, 

That  to  His  bliss  He  bring  us  all, 
Jesu  Salvator  seculi! 
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XVI 

Now  sing  we  all  cum  Angelis, 
Gloria  in  Excelsis  ! 

A  Babe  is  born  Who  bliss  shall  bring, 
I  heard  a  Maid  '  Lully '  and  sing, 
She  said  :  '  Dear  Son,  now  cease  weeping, 
Thy  Father  is  the  King  of  bliss  ! ' 
Now  sing  we  all,  etc. 

'  Lulley  '  she  said,  and  sang  also, 
'  Mine  own  dear  Son,  why  art  Thou  woe  ? 
Have  I  not  done  as  I  should  do  ? 
Thy  sorrow,  tell  me  what  it  is  ?  ' 

Now  sing  we  all,  etc. 

'  Nay,  Mother  dear,  ye  wronged  me  naught, 
I  weep  the  woe  that  shall  be  wrought 
To  Me,  ere  I  mankind  have  bought — 
Was  never  sorrow  like  to  this  !  ' 

Now  sing  we  all,  etc. 

'  Nay,  peace,  dear  Son,  and  say  not  so, 
None  other  Child  than  thee  I  know, 
Must  I  see  men  work  on  Thee  woe  ? 
Alas,  dear  Son,  what  meaneth  this  ?  ' 
Now  sing  we  all,  etc. 
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'  My  Hands,  sweet  Mother,  shall  ye  see 
With  sharp  nails  nailed  to  a  tree, 
My  Feet  e'en  so  made  fast  shall  be, 
And  men  shall  weep,  beholding  this — ' 
Now  sing  we  all,  etc. 

'  Ah,  Son  !    Then  were  I  sore  distressed 
To  see  my  Child,  Who  sucked  my  breast, 
The  Hands,  the  Feet,  that  I  caressed, 
Nailed  fast,  that  ne'er  had  done  amiss — ' 
Now  sing  we  all,  etc. 

'  Ah,  Mother  dear  !     Methinks  a  spear, 
It  shall  mine  Heart  asunder  tear ; 
Small  wonder  I  be  full  of  care 
And  weep  full  sore,  to  think  of  this — ' 
Now  sing  we  all,  etc. 

'  Ah,  dear  Son  !    This  sight  must  I  see  ? 
Thy  Mother  I,  my  Child,  shalt  be ; 
When  Gabriel,  gracious,  spake  to  me, 
No  word  he  told  me  of  all  this  !  ' 

Now  sing  we  all,  etc. 

'  Alas,  dear  Mother  !     Thro'  my  Hair, 
Sharp  thorns  to  thrust  they  will  not  spare ; 
Ah,  Mother  !  I  be  full  of  care 
That  thou  shalt  see  such  heaviness  ! 
Now  sing  we  all,  etc. 
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'  Ah,  dear  Son  !   cease  Thy  sorrowing, 
My  heart  Thou  dost  in  sadness  bring, 
A  mournful  song  I  needs  must  sing, 
For  sore  to  me  this  news  it  is — ' 

Now  sing  we  all,  etc. 

'  Ah  !  peace,  dear  Mother,  I  thee  pray, 

Comfort  Me  now  as  best  thou  may, 

And  sing  bye-bye,  lully,  lulley, 

To  put  away  all  heaviness — ' 

Now  sing  we  all  cum  Angelis, 
Gloria  in  Excelsis. 
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XVII 

/  pray  you  be  merry  and  sing  with  me 
In  worship  of  Christ's  Nativitie  ! 

Into  the  world  this  day  did  come 
Jesu  Christ  both  God  and  Man, 
Master  and  Servant  was  He  in  One, 
And  born  of  the  Virgin  Mary  ! 
/  pray  you,  etc. 

He  who  was  rich,  and  ne'er  knew  need, 
He  came  to  this  world  in  right  poor  weed 
To  make  us  men,  who  were  poor  indeed, 
Rich  for  ever  and,  aye,  truly ! 
/  pray  you,  etc. 

A  stable  His  chamber,  a  manger  bed, 
With  never  a  pillow  beneath  His  head, 
With  Maiden's  milk  that  Babe  was  fed, 
Poorly  was  clad  God  Almighty  ! 
/  pray  you,  etc. 

A  noble  lesson  to  us  He  taught, 

All  wordly  riches  to  set  at  naught, 

And  pray  that  we  may  at  last  be  brought, 

Where  riches  be  everlastingly  ! 

I  pray  you  be  merry  and  sing  with  met 
In  worship  of  Christ's  Nativitie  ! 
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XVIII 

Now  sing  we  a  good  song,  I  wis, 
Quod  puer  natus  est  nobis. 

Now  unto  us  a  Babe  is  born, 

Who  works  right  wonderful  hath  wrought ; 
He  would  not  leave  mankind  forlorn, 

But  us  to  bliss  hath  bought : 
And  thus  it  is,  forsooth,  I  wis, 
He  asketh  naught  but  what  is  His. 

A  doleful  Death  was  His  to  die 

When  on  the  rood  His  arms  were  spread, 

And  as  a  thief  He  hung  on  high, 

And  a  sharp  spear  His  life-blood  shed  : 

And  thus  it  is,  forsooth,  I  wis, 

He  asketh  naught  but  what  is  His. 

'  Man,  why  art  thou  unkind  to  Me  ? 

What  wouldest  thou  that  I  did  more  ? 
Give  Me  thine  heart,  I  pray  of  thee, 

If  thou  be  lost  it  grieves  Me  sore  !  ' 
And  thus  it  is,  forsooth,  I  wis, 
He  asketh  naught  but  what  is  His. 
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'  I  love  thee,  man  !    Whom  lovest  thou  ? 

I  pray  thee  turn  to  Me  again, 
And  thou  shalt  be  as  welcome  now 

As  one  whom  sin  did  never  stain  !  ' 
And  thus  it  is,  forsooth,  I  wist 
He  asketh  naught  but  what  is  His. 
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XIX 

What  shall  I  sing  but  Hoy, 

When  the  jolly  shepherd  made  so  much  joy  ? 

The  shepherd  upon  a  hill  he  sat, 
He  wore  his  tabard  and  his  hat, 
He  had  tarbox,  pipe,  and  flageolet, 
And  his  name  was  jolly,  jolly  Wat, 
For  he  was  a  good  herd-boy — 

Ut  Hoy, 

In  his  pipes  he  made  so  much  joy  : 
What  shall  I  sing  but  Hoy  ? 

The  shepherd  down  on  the  hill  was  laid, 
His  dog  was  fast  to  his  girdle  made, 
In  a  little  while  he  was  sore  dismayed, 
'  Gloria  in  Excelsis  '  to  him  was  said — 
Ut  Hoy, 

In  his  pipes,  etc. 

The  shepherd,  high  on  the  hill  he  stood, 
The  sheep  they  flocked  round  the  shepherd  good, 
With  his  hand  he  raised  from  his  brow  the  hood, 
He  saw  a  star  as  red  as  blood — 
Ut  Hoy, 

In  his  pipes,  etc. 
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'  Now  farewell  Mall,  and  Will  farewell, 
Now  keep  ye  still,  and  guard  ye  well, 
Until  I  come  my  news  to  tell, 
And,  Will,  ring  evermore  thy  bell/ 
Ut  Hoy, 

In  his  pipes,  etc. 


'  Now  must  I  go  where  Christ  is  born, 
Farewell,  I  come  again  with  morn ; 
Dog,  keep  the  sheep  from  out  the  corn, 
And  guard  ye  well  when  ye  hear  my  horn/ 
UtHoy, 

In  his  pipes,  etc. 

To  Bethlehem  now  Wat  hath  sped, 
His  sweat  ran  down,  so  fast  he  fled ; 
Jesu  doth  lowly  hide  His  Head, 
'Twixt  ox  and  ass  He  makes  His  bed. 
Ut  Hoy, 

In  his  pipes,  etc. 

The  shepherd  said,  '  I  go  forthright 
To  see  yon  strange  and  wondrous  sight, 
Where  angels  sing  from  Heaven's  height, 
And  yonder  Star  doth  shine  so  bright/ 
Ut  Hoy, 

In  his  pipes,  etc. 

D  2 
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'  Jesu,  my  pipe  I  give  to  Thee, 
Robe,  tarbox,  scrip,  I  offer  free ; 
Home  to  my  fellows  now  I  flee, 
The  sheep,  methinks,  have  need  of  me/ 
Ut  Hoy, 

In  his  pipes,  etc. 

'  Now  farewell  Wat,  my  herdsman  true  '- 
'  What,  Lady,  so  my  name  ye  knew  ? 
Lull  ye  my  Lord  to  sleep  anew, 
And  Joseph,  now  good-day  to  you  ! ' 
Ut  Hoy, 

In  his  pipes,  etc. 

(  Now  dance  and  sing  full  well  I  may, 
For  at  Christ's  birth  was  I  to-day ; 
Home  to  my  mates  I  take  my  way ; 
Christ,  bring  us  all  to  bliss,  I  pray  !  ' 
Ut  Hoy, 

In  his  pipes,  etc. 
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XX 

Tirly,  Tirlow,  Tirly,  Tirlow, 

So  gaily  the  shepherds  began  to  blow  ! 

About  the  field  they  piped  full  right, 
E'en  as  it  came  to  middle  night 
Adown  from  Heaven  there  came  a  light — 
Tirly,  Tirlow,  etc. 

Of  Angels  there  came  a  companie, 
With  merrie  songs  and  with  melodie, 
The  shepherds,  they  did  those  Angels  see — 
Tirly,  Tirlow,  etc. 

'  Gloria  in  Excelsis  '  was  their  song, 
They  said  that  peace  should  dwell  among 
All  men  who  would  to  the  Faith  belong — 
Tirly,  Tirlow,  etc. 

The  shepherds  to  Bethlehem  sped  that  day 
To  see  that  blessed  Sunbeam's  ray, 
And  the  stream  of  grace  that  flowed  alway- 
Tirly,  Tirlow,  etc. 

Now  pray  we  to  that  gentle  Child, 
And  unto  Mary,  His  Mother  mild, 
Who  ever  was  Maiden  undefiled — 
Tirly,  Tirlow,  etc. 
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That  we  His  joy  may  never  miss, 
But  come  at  last  unto  His  bliss, 
In  Paradise  to  dwell,  I  wis — 
Tirly,  Tirlow,  etc. 

Now  all  who  this,  my  song,  do  hear, 
I  pray  ye  sing  and  make  good  cheer, 
And  worship  God  in  this  same  year — 
Tirly,  Tirlow,  Tirly,  Tirlow, 
So  gaily  the  shepherds  began  to  blow! 
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XXI 

Wassail,  Wassail,  Wassail,  sing  we 
In  honour  of  Christ's  Nativitie! 

Now  joy  we  all  in  the  Trinitie, 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
That  One  God  is,  in  Persons  Three, 

Father  of  Heaven,  in  might  the  most — 
Wassail,  Wassail,  etc. 

And  joy  we  all  in  that  Virgin  pure, 

Who  kept  her  ever  undefiled, 
Grounded  in  grace,  in  heart  full  sure, 

At  once  a  Mother,  and  Maiden  mild  ! 
Wassail,  Wassail,  etc. 

Bethlehem  and  that  star  so  clear, 
That  shone  three  kings  from  far  to  guide, 

Bare  witness  to  that  Maiden  dear  ; 

The  kings,  they  offerings  bare  that  tide — 
Wassail,  Wassail,  etc. 

And  the  shepherds  heard,  as  writ  it  is, 
The  joyful  song  that  there  was  sung, 

'  Gloria  in  Excelsis  !  ' 

From  Angels'  voices  loud  it  rung — 
Wassail,  Wassail,  etc. 
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Now  joy  be  to  that  Blessed  Child, 
And  joy  be  to  His  Mother  dear, 
Rejoice  we  in  that  Maiden  mild, 
And  joy  be  theirs  who  make  good  cheer ! 

Wassail,  Wassail,  Wassail,  sing  we 
In  honour  of  Christ's  Nativitie! 
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XXII 

What  cheer  ?    Good  cheer,  good  cheer ! 
Be  merry  and  glad  this  good  New  Year ! 

/ 

Lift  up  your  hearts  and  be  ye  glad, 
For  at  Christ's  birth  the  Angel  bade 
Each  say  to  the  other  if  he  be  sad — 
What  cheer  ?    Good  cheer  ! 

Since  the  King  of  Heaven  is  born  to-day, 
Joy  and  mirth  should  we  make  alway, 
And  each,  for  His  sake,  to  the  other  say — 
What  cheer  ?    Good  cheer  ! 

And  here  I  tell  ye,  of  heart  so  free, 
Right  welcome  be  one  and  all  to  me, 
Be  glad,  and  make  merry  for  charitie — 
What  cheer  ?    Good  cheer  ! 

The  goodman  of  this  place  to-day 
That  ye  make  merry  he  doth  ye  pray, 
And  with  good  heart  unto  all  doth  say — 

What  cheer  ?     Good  cheer,  good  cheer  ! 

Be  merry  and  glad  this  good  New  Year  ! 
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XXIII 

Pray  JOY  us  to  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
Amice  Christi  Johannes! 

To  thee  who  wast  Christ's  own  darling, 
Man  and  Maid  alike,  I  bring 
Homage,  and  from  heart  would  sing — 
Amice  Christi  Johannes! 

For  that  he  was  so  pure  a  maid, 
On  Christ's  own  breast  asleep  he  laid,   • 
God's  secrets  were  to  him  displayed — 
Amice  Christi  Johannes! 

When  Christ  to  Pilate's  house  was  brought, 
That  virgin  knight  forsook  him  naught, 
To  die  with  Him  was  all  his  thought — 
Amice  Christi  Johannes  ! 

Christ's  Mother  in  his  care  was  laid, 
Fit  mate  a  maiden  for  a  Maid, 
Now  pray  we  to  him  for  his  aid — 

Amice  Christi  Johannes! 
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XXIV 

Now  have  Good-day,  now  have  Good-day, 
I  am  Christmas,  and  I  must  go  my  way  ! 

Here  have  I  dwelt  in  joy  fulness, 
From  Hallowtide  unto  Candlemass, 
And  now  from  hence  I  needs  must  pass — 
Now  have  Good-day  ! 

I  take  my  leave  of  king  and  knight, 
Of  earl  and  baron,  and  lady  bright, 
For  the  wilderness  I  must  me  dight — 
4      Now  have  Good-day  ! 

And  from  the  lord  of  this  same  hall 

I  take  my  leave,  from  his  good  guests  all, 

Methinks  that  Lent  I  must  hither  call — 

Now  have  Good-day  ! 

And  of  every  worthy  officer, 
Of  the  marshall,  the  steward,  and  eke  butler, 
I  take  my  leave  for  another  year — 
Now  have  Good-day  ! 

Another  year  I  hope,  withal, 
We  may  make  merry  within  this  hallf 
If  rest  and  peace  to  England  fall — 
Now  have  Good-day! 
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For  oftentimes  I  have  heard  men  say, 
One  who  is  loth  to  go  his  way 
Right  often  doth  he  bid  Good-day — 
Now  have  Good-day! 

Now  fare  ye  well  all  who  be  here, 
Now  fare  ye  well  for  all  this  year, 
Yet  for  my  sake  keep  ye  good  cheer — 

Now  have  Good-day,  now  have  Good-day, 
I  am  Christmas,  and  I  must  go  my  way  ! 


THE   END 
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